176          THE  TALE  OF  BEOWULF

A gleam of the fire, of the first went he inward.
It was nowise allotted who that hoard should

despoil,
Sithence without warden some deal that  there

was

The men now beheld in the hall there a-wonning,
Lying there fleeting; little mourn'd any,
That they in all haste outward should ferry
The dear treasures.    But  forthwith  the  drake

did they shove,                                       3iso

The Worm, o'er the cliff-wall, and let the wave

take him,

The flood fathom about the fretted works' herd.
There then was wounden gold on the wain

laden

Untold of each kind, and the Atheling borne,
The hoary of warriors, out on to Whale-ness.

XLIII. OF THE BURIAL OF BEOWULF.

FOR him then they geared, the folk of the
Geats,

A pile on the earth all unweaklike that was,
With war-helms behung, and with boards of the

battle,

And bright byrnies, e'en after the boon that he
bade.